


7 he 7'rage die 

But where to moftow ? well all is one for chat : 

Who hath deferied the number of the foe $ 

or. Six orfeuen thoufand is their grca-dl number. 
K>"g. WbyjOurbattalhn trebles that account, 

Befides that a Kings name is a toveer offtrength. 

Which they vpon the aduers parry want: 

Vp with my tent there valiant Gentlemen, 

Let vs furuey the vantage or the field. 

Call for fome merj of found dircdlton, 

Lets want no difciplin£,make no delay, 

For Lords _ to morrow is a bufie day. Exeunt, 

Enter Rickwcnd with the Lor as. 

Rich. The weary Sunne bath made a golden feat. 

And by the bright tracke of his fiery Carre, 

Giues fignall of a goodly day to morrow , 

Where is Sir WtUiam Brandon, he fball beare my firnderd. 
The Earle of Pembrooke keept his regiment. 

Good Captaine Blunt, beare my good night to him. 

And by the fecond hourc in the morning, 

Dcfire the Earle to fee me in myTcnr. 

Yet one thing more, good Blunt before thou geeft. 

Where is Lord Stanley q\.mtcn], deed thou know? 

Blunt. VnlesI hauemiftainc hiscolouts much. 

Which well I am allur'd I haue not done. 

His regiment lieth halfe a mile at Icafi, 

Smith from the mighty power of the King. 

*1 ‘Rjcb. If without peril! it be poffible, 

Good Captaine Blunt beare my good night to him* 

And giu e him from me this moll needful! fcrowle. 

Blunt. Vpon my life ray Lord, He vendrtake it. 

Rich. Farewell Good Blunt. 

Giue me fome Inkc and paper in my tent, 

Ife draw the forme and modle of our battel!. 

Limit each leader to his feuerall charge. 

And part in iuft proportion our final 1 ftrengtb : 

Gome let vs confult vpon to morrowes bufineffe. 

Into our tent, the aire is raw and cold. 

Enter King Richard ) Nor.%ateltffe i ffatesbji 
King. W hat is a cleckc / 
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of Richard the Thir d. 

Cat It is fa of-thc clockc ful1 ru PP cr thne * 

J 0 ‘ L W ill not fup to night, giue me fome Inke and paper,, 

What is my Beaucr eafier then it was ? 

And all my armour laid into my tern. 

Cat. It is my Leige.and all things are in readmefle, 

Km. Good Norfolk* hie thee to thy charge, 

Vfe carefull watch, chufetruftic Ccntincll. 

Nor. I goe my Lord. 

King.Suit with the Larke to morrow gentle Norfolk# . 

Nor. I warrant you my Lord. 

King. Catesby. 

R*/, My Lord- 

King, Send out a Purfeuant at armes 
To Stanleys regiment, bid him bring his power 
Before Sun-rifing, leaft his fonne George fall 
Into the blind caue of eternall night, 

Fill me a boule of w ine, giue me a watch, 

Saddle white Surrey for the field to morrow, 

Lookethat my ftaues be found and not tooheauy Ratcliff}. 
R<r,My Lord. 

King. Saweft thou the melancholy L . Northumberland ? 
R*f, Thomas the Earle of Surrey find himlelfe, 

Much like Cockfhut time, from troupe to troupe 
Went through the army cheiing vp the fouldiers. 

King. Co l amfuisfied, giue me a boule of wine, 

I haue not that alacrity of fpirit, 

Nor cleare of mind that I was wont to haue 
Set it downe, is Inke and paper ready ? 

R«f, It is my Lord. 

King. Bid my guard watch, leaue me, 

RatdifFe about the tnidft of night come to my tent 
Andhelpetoarme me, leaue me I fay. Exit Rat. 

Enter Darby to Richmond in his tent , 

Dor. Fortune and viftory fit one thy hcltfie. 

Rich. All comfort that the darke night can afotd. 

Be to thy perfon, noble father in lawe, 
fell me hovv fares our noble mother? 
par, I by atturney bleffe thee from thy mother, 

Who prayes continually for Richmonds good 


